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Chapter One

Lots of people laughed when Mr Hiram B Otis
bought Canterville Chase. “He’s an American,”
they said, “so perhaps he doesn’t know about
the ghost.” But he did know about the ghost.
Lord Canterville told him about it when Mr Otis
bought the house.

“Do you believe dead people can come back
to life again?”’ Lord Canterville asked.

“No sir, I do not.”

“They can, you know. One of these ghosts is
here in this house. Long ago, the ghost visited
the Duchess of Bolton when she was here. Two
hands touched her when she was alone in her
room. ... She’s been afraid to live here since
then. Many of my family have seen the ghost
over the last three hundred years. And my wife,
Lady, Canterville, can never sleep in the house
because of his noise.’

“Lord Canterville,” answered Mr Otis, “I will
buy the ghost with the house. I come from a
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modermn country. When we want a thing, we buy
it. We’ve never had a real ghost in America
before. Perhaps we can send it over there, and
people will pay to see it.”’

“Im sorry,” said Lord Canterville with a
smile, “but our ghost is real. He’s been here for
three hundred years. He always comes out when
one of the family is going to die.”

“The family doctor does the same, Lord
Canterville. There are no ghosts in America and
no ghosts in England either.”

“Well, I don’t know. Now don’t forget my
words.”

A few weeks after this Hiram B Otis and his
family went down by train to Canterville Chase.
Mrs Otis was a very beautiful woman. Her oldest
son, Washington, had light brown hair and was a
very good dancer. Miss Virginia E Otis was a
little girl of fifteen with a lovely face and big
blue eyes. After Virginia came the two boys.
They were born at the same time and their faces
were alike. Like most boys qf their age they
were never still for a second.

Canterville Chase is ten kilometres from
Ascot. The country is very beautiful in that part
of England. The family drove to the house from
the train. It was a lovely July evening. But as
they arrived at Canterville Chase the sky sud-
denly became dark and stormy. The air was
strangely »sdll. Five or six big black birds flew
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over the house as the first heavy drops of rain
began to fall.

At the front door an old woman in a black
dress met them. This was Mrs Umney, the house-
keeper. She opened the door and they followed
her inside. She took them to the library. It was a
room with books on three sides. The Otis family
had their tea there.

Suddenly Mrs Otis saw that part of the floor
was red. “What's that?" she asked.

“It's blood,” answered Mrs Umney in a low
voice.

“l won’'t have blood on my floors,” cried Mrs
Otis. “It must go.”

The old woman smiled and answered again in
a low voice, *‘It is the blood of Lady Eleanore de
Canterville. Her husband, Sir Simon, killed her
while she stood there. He lived for nine years
after he killed her. Then one day he was no
more. The family looked for his body and they
never found it. But his ghost is still in the house.
Many people have seen the blood — it is famous
now. It is not possible to wash the blood away
and clean the floor.” ,

“Pinkerton’s Fast Cleaner will clean it up in a
second,” cried Washington Otis. And before Mrs
Umney could say a word he sat down on the
floor with a small black bottle in his hands. In a
few minutes there was no more blood on the
floor.



“There. What did I say? Pinkerton’s has done
it again!” saild Washington. There was a very
loud bang, and a great noise filled the room.
They all jumped up and Mrs Umney fell to the,
ground.

“A storm, I suppose,” said Mr Otis. “You do
have bad weather in this country!”

“My dear Hiram,” cried Mrs Otis, ‘““‘what can
we do about Mrs Umney? We can’t leave her on
the floor.”

Mrs Umney sat up. She didn’t seem happy.
“You listen to me,” she said. ‘“Strange things are
going to happen in this house very soon. Bad
things. I’ve seen many of them here, and heard
them too. I don’t sleep at night. It’s the ghost,
you see, the ghost of Sir Simon. Just wait —
you’ll see!”

“Thank you, Mrs Umney, but we don’t
believe in ghosts,” said Mr Otis. “Now go to bed
and think no more of ghosts. Don’t be afraid of
a thing. In the moming I want to talk to you
about your pay. You don’t get enough.”

Mrs Umney’s eyes opened wide. “Goodnight
to you all,” the old woman cried as she went to
her room.

“Goodnight,” answered the family.
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Chapter Two

All night it was stormy. But nothing else
happened. The family came down the next
morning and the blood was again on the floor in
the library. “Pinkerton’s always works,” said
Washington. “It must be the ghost.” So he
cleaned the floor once more with the little black
bottle of Pinkerton’s. But the second morning
the blood was there again. That night Mr Otis
closed the doors and windows of the library so
nothing could get in. But in the morning the ,
blood was there again. The whole family began
to think a lot about the ghost. They still did not
believe in ghosts. But that night changed things.

During the day the sun shone warmly. The
family went for a drive and came back in the
evening. They had a light supper at about nine
o’clock. They talked about all kinds of things
but said nothing about the ghost in the house.
At eleven o’clock the family went to bed. And
at half past eleven all the lights were out.
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Some time later Mr Otis awoke. He could hear
a strange noise outside his room. It was coming
closer all the time. He got up and lit a match. He
looked at his watch. It was one o’clock. He was
not afraid. He put on his shoes and took a small
bottle from his case. Then he opened the door.

In front of him in the moonlight he saw an
old man. His eyes were red like fire. His long
grey hair fell down his back and it did not seem
very clean. His clothes were old and full of
holes. There were long chains on his hands and
feet.

“My dear sir,” said Mr Otis. “You must put
some oll on those chains. I’ve brought you a
bottle of Tammany Sunshine Oil. Put it on and
you won’t hear another sound from those chains
of yours. I'll leave it for you on this little table.
Let me know when you want some more. I’ve
got lots.” With these words Mr Otis put the
bottle down on the table. Then he went back to
bed.

For a second, the ghost stood still. Then he
let the bottle drop to the flogr. With a low cry
he began to run. A strange green light came from
his body.

But as he ran, the door to the boys’ room
opened. Two small bodies in white came out and
a large white thing flew past his head. The ghost
escaped through the wall and the house became
quiet again.
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The ghost reached his room. He was very
tired. He tried to think. “This is the first time,”
he thought. “I’ve never lost before.” He remem-
bered all the times when he won over the last
three hundred years. He remembered the
Duchess of Bolton and Lady Canterville and Mrs
Umney and many others. He began to smile.
“They never forgot me. They were all afraid of
me.” Then he remembered the Americans and
the smile left his face. “They come here and
want to give me oil for my chains. Things fly at
my head. I must stop it. They ¢an’t do things
like that to ghosts. Not to a real ghost like me!
They’ll be sorry. Just you wait and see!”
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Chapter Three

The next morning the family talked about the
ghost.

“I don’t want to hurt the ghost, and you two
boys mustn’t try to hurt him either,” Mr Otis
sald. “But he must use the oil on his chains or
we must take them from him. With all that noise
outside our bedrooms we just can’t sleep.”

For the next few days the house was quiet at
night. Not one of the family saw the ghost.
Every night Mr Otis shut the doors and windows
of the library, so nothing could get in. But every
moming there was the blood on the floor. Each
morning Mrs Umney cleaned the floor with
Washington’s bottle of Pinkerton’s. But the next
day there it was again.

But each day the blood changed colour. Some
mornings it was dark red, sometimes light red,
sometimes a blue-red and once a very bright
green. The family laughed at the changes in
colour of the blood. Only little Virginia said
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nothing. She wanted to cry when the blood
became green.

They saw the ghost a second time on Sunday
night. They were all in bed when there was a
loud noise below. Mrs Otis sat up in bed. Mr Otis
and his children all ran down to the library. The
ghost was in a large armchair. “Oooo!” cried the
ghost.“I’m hurt. My legs! My arms! Oooo!”

“Hands up,” cried Mr Otis, with a gun in his
hands.

With .a loud cry the ghost flew through them.
He put out the light in Washington’s hand, and
they could see nothing in the darkness. Then the
ghost gave his famous unearthly cry. Again and
again he cried out. The house was full of the
noise of it.

At that second Mrs Otis opened the door of
her bedroom.

“You don’t seem very well,” she said. ‘“Here,
take this bottle of Doctor Dobell’s famous Water
of Life. It’ll be good for you.”

The ghost"looked at Mrs Otis. He looked at
the bottle. He could not believe his ears. He
started to change into a large black dog but then
he heard the boys. Quickly he changed into a
green light and escaped through the stone wall.

He sat in his little room. He was not pleased
with Mrs Otis or the boys.

For some days after this he was very ill. He
only left his room once a day. Then he went to
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